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THE DEAD HEART. 



PROLOGUE. 

1771. 
Reign of Louis XV. 



Scene i. — Paris. 

Belle Jardiniere. 
Reboul at table. 



The Garden of the Cafe de la 
Legrand, Michel, Jean, and 



Reboul. 
l^sajOME, Legrand! they are noble words, thcy 
>R5||| stir the heart. 
^^^^"' Jenn. Take care, take care. 
Reb. Come, Legrand ! 
Le^. Here goes then, and chime in the chorus. 

[Singing in undertone. 
Who is this in gaudy guise, 

Paint and patches on her face ? 
Vice sits sparkling in her eyes, 
Corruption lurks beneath her lace. 

Gay Versailles ! 

At the portal Lazarus dies- 
Vultures gorged, they spurn his bones. 

" Give us bread," poor Paris cries. 
And our rulers give us stones. 

Still but stones. 
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If our hearts beat brave and true, 

On shaking threads our tyrants dance. 
There's hope for me, there's hope for you, 
There's hope for man and woman, too. 

There's hope for France. 
A II. France ! France ! 

Enter Latour and St. Val^ry. 

Leg. Ah ! would France but join in the chorus, 
the reign of corruption and Du Barry would be at 
an end. 

Jean. [Aside] Ahem! strangers, who look as if they 
came from the Court. 

Mic. Why, it's the Abbe Latour, I do believe. 

Reb. Is it ? The most accomplished scoundrel in 
Paris. 

Leg. Why not go further? Say, in France. 
Where's Robert, I wonder ? It's getting late. 

Reb. He's near here somewhere, I saw him 
with Catherine as we entered. [Exeunt. 

Lat. Well, Count, what think you of all this ? 
Arcadian, is it not ? 

St. Val. And yet 'tis said the people suffer ; surely 
they are happy here ? 

Lat. Happy! these good folk are never happy. 
You heard what they were saying ? 

St. Val. No, not I. 

Lat. No ? They were speaking ill of the Court, 
which means ill of you, Count de St. Val^ry, to say 
nothing of the humblest of your servants. 

St. Val. You have fox's ears, Abbfe. Such stuff 
can have but little interest for us. 

Lat. No ? Well, they were talking of another 
subject which may have interest for us— of the mar* 
I warned you of, this sculptor, Landry. 

St. Val. Landry ? 
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Lat. Yes, fair Catherine's lover, Robert Landry. 

St. Val. Her lover, yes ; her husband, never ! 

Lat. No ? Why not ? A lover is at all times 
a dangerous rival, but a husband — 

St. Val. Latour ! are you so in love with study 
of yourself that you are blind to either honesty or 
innocence in others ? 

Lat. Heroics ! Why, one might think that you 
aspired to the husband's title ! It would, indeed, be 
news at Versailles to hear that Arthur, Count de 
St. Val6ry, had made a marriage with Catherine 
Duval, daughter of a wine-seller of the Rue 
Dauphine, or, rather, that he had proposed and — 

and — 

St. Val. And what ? 

Lat. Been refused. Facts speak for themselves ; 
her father is proud of belonging to the people ; his 
word has been pledged to this Robert Landry. 
Catherine, like all girls of her age and beauty, is 
vain and a coquette, or she would not for a moment 
have listened to you. 

St. Val. Nay- 
La^. Come, come, you know that she is inclined to 
listen. You love her as a child loves a toy which he 
sees in the shop window, and, as I suppose you have 
no wish to run the gauntlet of the Court wits, 
not to speak of the opposition of your lady- 
mother, marriage is absolutely out of the question. 
Still, there may be a way to win her yet — 

St. Val And that ? 

Lat. Stratagem. 

St. Val. What do you mean ? 

Lat. This : the first step towards overcoming a 
woman's virtue is to compromise it. 

St. Val. I don't follow you. 

Lat. A woman unjustly condemned is not unlikely, 
in time, to merit the condemnation. 
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St. Val. Latour! 

Lat. Arthur ! You love Catherine Duval — that 
i§ to say you have a fancy for her which you dignify 
by the name of love, it is for you to make your 
choice, to gain her or resign her. 

St. Val. Resign her ! Never ! 

Lat. Then oblige me, as I happen to be a 
friend of Fronsac and a disciple of Richelieu, by 
casting aside those delicate scruples, which, believe 
me, in an affair of this kind, are entirely out of 
place. 

St. Val. Go on, go on. 

Lat. To-night, as I understand from Jocrisse,. 

old Duval is engaged to sup with some brother wine- 
sellers, and will be anything but early in getting 

home. 

St. Val. Well ? 

Lat. His daughter will be alone. Her window 
(easily reached by a ladder) opens upon the 
street. 

St. Val. What do you mean ? 

Lat. The matter is simple enough. You climb 
the ladder, and enter her room. 

St. Val. Well, what then ? 

Lat. Once there, you will use all your eloquence 
to induce her to elope with you. Offer her anything — 
everything. Promises cost nothing ; it is only the 
keeping them which comes expensive. 

St. Val. She will refuse. 

Lat. Say she refuses, and at the worst calls for 
help. Her cries will be drowned by those of 
Jocrisse and myself, who happen to be passing in 
the street below. 

St. Val. Still Fm puzzled. 

Lat. Clear your brains, my dear Arthur. You are 
in her room, brought there, of course, by an 
assignation made by herself (Jocrisse will swear it. 
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that scoundrel will swear anything) ; people passings 
in the street have seen the ladder and have 
raised the alarm — terror wrings confession 
from Jocrisse, and Catherine, compromised beyond 
redress, will be discarded by her lover witli 
contempt. 

St. Vol. And then ? 

Lat. She's yours. Why, what's the matter ? 

St. Val. Your plot is devilish. 

Lat. Aha ! Indeed ! Whose passion is the plot to- 
gratify, mine or yours ? 

St. Vol. I cannot and will not take part in a deed 
so mean. 

Lat. No? 

St. Val. Besides, the sculptor, this Robert 
Landry ? 

Lat. Oh, Phidias ! If he rides rusty, we can 
consign him to oblivion for a time. 

St. Val. Oblivion ? 

Lat. Certainly. The King is gaoler, if it so please 
him, to all his subjects. There is no quicker cure for 
a hot head or heart than a week's sojourn withia 
the walls of the Bastille. 

St. Val. The Bastille — a week ! 

Lat. That's all. 

St. Val. A week ! But the King will never — 

Lat. King ! We live under the reign of the Du 
Barry, and, in her Court, the Abbfe Latour is 
a power. [He takes a paper from his pocket.] 
I was at Versailles this morning, and it struck me 
that I might do a service to a friend. You see 
it is all duly signed. 

St. Val. An order for imprisonment — the Bastille ? 
Its very name strikes a chill to the heart. 

Lat. All prejudice and misrepresentation. I was 
myself imprisoned there for six months, for writing 
an epigram upon Madame de Pompadour's favourite 
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cat. It was a most agreeable retreat. It gfave one 
time to think. 

St. Val. He- 11 be in prison only for a week, you 
say ? 

Lat. Only for a week. D'ye think we want to 
keep him there for life ? What nonsense ! You're 
strangely scrupulous, St. Val6ry. Come, drown 
your conscience in a bottle of Burgundy. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Legrand, Reboul, &c. 

Leg. No sign of Robert yet — (more wine here !) 
— he's always tied to Catherine's apron strings. I 
wish that he loved France as he loves her ! The 
•country needs such hearts. 

Reb. We'll drink his health, at all events. Come, 
a health to the bride and bridegroom to be, Catherine 
and Robert. 

Enter Cerisette followed by Toupet. 

Cer. Here, don't leave us out ! Toupet and I will 
•drink that toast, if you please. 

Toupet. We will, we will, if you please. Robert for 
ever ! 

Leg. For ever and a day, if need be. 

Reb. Bravo, Legrand ; Robert is like a soothing 
ointment to the bear's sore head. 

Leg. Because he talks sense, and you do not. 

Reb. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Catherine Duval and Robert 
Landry ! 

A II. Catherine Duval and Robert Landry ! 

Leg. Ah! there's many a slip 'twixt the cup and 
the lip, 

Cer. Not between your lips and a bumper of 
Burgundy, when you can get it. Old Bruin, as 
Robert calls you. Old Bruin, ever grumbling. 
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Leg. Grumbling ! One of our friends is happy. 
Does that shake off all our trouble ? 

Reb. Why, you know Robert Landry would make 
us all as happy as himself, if he could. 

Leg. I'm not saying he wouldn't ; but he can't- 
I only wish his marriage may turn out well, that's 
all I wish. 

Reb. You old croaker ! not turn out well ? What's 
to prevent it ? 

Leg. Prevent it ? The great folk at Versailles 
are monopolists, are they not, and when they admire 
a girl — 

Cer. Oh, if you talk of the Court, you must appeal 
to Toupet — M. Toupet, the artist — 

Leg. In hair. 

Toupet. And why not an artist in hair ? Is there 
no art in Madame Du Barry's hair when I have 
dressed it ? 

Leg. Plenty, no doubt ; there's devilish little 
nature. 

Toupet. I grant you there's this difference between 
Landry's branch of the Arts and mine — he makes 
statues out of his own head, I make statues out of 
other people's. 

Reb. Bravo, Toupet ! Here's a health to the 
renowned Monsieur Toupet, who gilds the gold and 
paints the lilies of the Court at Versailles ! 

Enter Robert Landry. 

Rob. At last! 

All. Robert! Robert! Where's Catherine? 
Rob. Not far off ; she'll be with us directly. 
Cer. Then I'll soon find her. [Exit. 

Rob. [Calling off] She's with her friends, over 
there among the trees. 
All. Your health ! Robert ! Robert ! 
Rob. Thank you, thank you ; and I wish you the 
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good fortune which you have so heartily wished 
me. 

Leg. Good fortune ! Ah, fortune seldom knocks 
at our doors ! 

Toupet. Legrand was born with a growl in his 
throaty like a bear. 

Leg. And you may find that he's inherited the 
hug as well. 

Rob. Yes, a rough one for his enemies, and a 
kind one for his friends. 

Leg. Umph ! You remember Pierre Bastin, the 
carpenter ? 

Rob. Of the Faubourg St. Antoine ? Yes well. 

Leg. His wife and child died last night, and but for 
speedy help he would have followed them this 
morning. 

Rob. Died ? Of what ? 

Leg. The prevailing epidemic, hunger. Why, if it 
rained gold and silver, it would all lodge on the tops 
of the trees, while we who sit at the roots might 
whistle for a windfall. The nobles get the sunshine, 
we the shade. 

Rob. But escape the storms, eh, Legrand ? 

Leg. Bah ! A storm's our only hope. It's only 
when the branches are shaken that we may expect 
the fruit to fall. 

Toupet. Gentlemen, Gentlemen, for heaven's sake ! 
Think, if such talk as this were overheard, what 
would become of me, Anatole Toupet ? I should have 
to change my sign from hairdresser to the Court, 
to hairdresser to the Bastille. 

Rob. Never fear, Toupet, your trade can never 
fail. Let what will die, vanity will live. 

Toupet. True greatness can make allowance for 
the attacks of envy. 

Rob. Toupet is right, he's the greatest artist of 
the age. 
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Leg. Artist ! 

Rob. Why not ? Why not ? Who but Toupet can 
smooth away wrinkles till tottering age puts on a 
mask of youth ? Who but Toupet can make even 
blemishes the fashion — cover the face of beauty with 
patches like a beggar's coat ? 

Toupet. You may laugh, Gentlemen, this is only 
the penalty to be paid for Court favour. Long live 
the King, is my motto ! 

Leg. Because you can't live without him. Bah ! 

Re-enter Latour and St. Val6ry. 

Lat. [Aside] There they are ! 

Toupet. Gentlemen, Gentlemen ! we are all loyal, 
I hope. Gentlemen. You have heard, Robert, of the 
great f§te to-morrow in honour of the Dauphine? 
Here's the programme. I am to dress her High- 
ness's head. All the Ambassadors will be there. 
There's a new ballet, too, with splendid dresses, 
the Due de Fronsac's alone is to cost — Ah ! show 
me another king like ours ! 

Rob. The old story — at Versailles they feast, 
while in Paris they starve. [Laughter outside. 

Toupet. Come, a parting toast. I hear the music 
of ladies' laughter. A toast ! The King ! 

Rob. France ! 

All. France! 

Leg. France is dead ! 

Rob. I drink, then, to her resurrection. 

Lat. [To St. Val6ry] You hear that ? 

St. Val. Yes ; what does it matter ? 

Lat. It may matter to you if you want to win 
Catherine Duval. 

St. Val. What do you mean ? 

Lat. See ! 
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Enter Catherine Duval and Cerisette ; they are 
accosted by St. Val^ry and Latour. St. Val6ry 
offers Catherine a note^ which she refuses^ crossing 
over to Robert Landry and his friends. 

Cath. Robert! 

Rob. Catherine ! 

Cath. Why did you leave me to come here 
alone ? 

Rob. Why, you told me — 

Cath. I told you, and do you believe all a womaa 
says ? 

Rob. All that one woman says. 

Cath. Ah ! But now it is so late that my good-bye 
comes hand-in-hand with my greeting. 

Rob. Why? 

Cath. It's growing dark, and you know the streets 
of Paris. 

Rob. I'll go with you. 

All. We'll all go with you. 

Cath. You are too kind ; but I can spare five 
minutes yet, and I know Cerisette is dying for a 
dance with Monsieur Toupet. 

Cer. Monsieur Toupet, indeed ! Let Monsieur 
Toupet find a partner at Versailles ! My cradle was 
rocked to the music of the bells of Notre Dame, and 
I stick to Paris. 

Toupet. [Aside] Cruel Cerisette ! They are all alike, 
jealous of Versailles. 

Rob. Here come more of our Paris flowers ; the 
trees begin to blossom. [Girls enter.] Welcome ! 
Welcome ! [To Legrand.] Away with nielancholy ! 

Cath. What say you, Bruin ; will you dance without 
our pinching your paws ? 

Leg. Why not ? When Robert Landry and 
Catherine Duval lead the dance, who could refuse ? 
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AIL Bravo, Bruin ! 

[A dance, at the end of which they 
form a group around Robert and 
Catherine as the Scene closes. 



Scene 2. — A Street in Paris. Front of the cabaret of 

the " Trois Ecus.'' 

Enter JocRissE/rom house. 

Jocrisse. 
|T must be near the hour — he can't be long. 
No man knows the value of time better than 
the Abb6 Latour ; always ready to oblige 
his friends, and never anxious about himself. 
Ha ! ha ! Many have burnt their paws in pulling 
his chestnuts from the fire. [Clock strikes ten within.] 
Ah ! ten o'clock, and here comes my master. 

Enter Latour. 

Lat. At your post, as usual, Jocrisse ; anything 
wrong ? No ? Is all ready ? Quite right, still 
tongue and wise head. Let me know what has 
been doing in my absence. 

Joe. Went to sculptor's house — invited porter to 
drink — took him to wine-shop — ^left him there — 
hurried back — borrowed key from lodge — got 
admittance to Robert Landry's rooms — compared 
papers found there with those stuck about on the 
walls yesterday morning — same handwriting — found 
other papers reflecting upon His Majesty and 
Du Barry — took copies — rejoined porter — still drunk 
and unsuspecting — went to Old Duval's — saw con- 
fidential servant — found her devoted to our interests 
— ^left her still more so — arranged for ladder and 
carriage to be waiting at corner, and gave the guard 
orders not to interfere — and, if I now may venture 
to remind the Abb6 of his promise to — 

B 
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Lat. Stop ! I shall not forget you ; you ai — ="6 
invaluable, Jocrisse. You say that you have copie^^^s 
of this Master Landry's satirical productions ? 
[Jocrisse gives papers.] Excellent ! And so this ^Ss 
the Juvenal who lashes the vices of the age ? 
Jocrisse ! Give this paper to Captain Gautier ; b^^e 
will act upon its instructions ; then join me in tb^^e 
Rue Dauphine. Anyone in there ? [Jocrisse shak^^s 
his head.] Good, the landlord is as silent as youi 
self. Go. [Jocrisse exits.] A very clever felloi 
that ; but he knows too much, and presumes up<^-^n 

his knowledge ; a bad sign. I must, one of the*; me 

days, find him just such another lodging as I 

propose to provide for Robert Landry, who, I se^^* 
dubs me the Court Jackal. Well, this lion at lea^^t 
shall be provided for. [Singing without.] There go^^s 
the mob. When the wine's in the wit's out, or they^ ^ 
find other songs to sing. [Enters cabarr ^* 





Scene 3. — Scene. A Bedchamber. Catherine 

discovered. 

Catherine [calling]* 

IHRISTINEI Christine! It is a beautiful 
scarf! I found it here when I came in* 
Ah! my dear good father, this is your 
surprise. It just suits my complexion, and I have 
a complexion to be proud of, so Robert says, and 
so other people say. Well, it is not all paint and 
powder like those that Monsieur Toupet manu- 
factures for the great Court ladies. Ah ! how 
delightful it must be to be a great lady, to have 
balls and f(§tes every day, carriages, dresses, jewels, 
flowers — flowers all the year round — flowers every- 
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ivhere, all that one can wish for. Yes, I should like 

to be a great lady. I should like to be very rich, 

but Robert will be rich when he sells all those 

beautiful statues that he makes. He says that the 

ladies are all copied from me ; surely not the face 

of the last one, that great statue of Justice, of which 

he is so proud. It is so stern and unrelenting that 

Legrand said it should have been called Revenge, 

•and then Robert laughed, and said that Revenge 

was Justice without law. Ah, me ! they frighten me 

•sometimes with their strange talk. What keeps 

Christine ? Flowers ! Who could have put them 

here? It must have been Robert who chose such 

flowers as these — ^it must be Robert — and, ha ! 

[A note falls to the ground.] St. Val6ry ! No, it must 

"be from Robert ! Verses, too. [St. Val^ry 

appears at the window and enters the room.] How my 

heart beats ! It is from St. Val6ry. Oh ! I have 

broken the seal, but I need not read it for all that. 

Shall I ? No ! [Tears the note.] That for the note 

— and for the writer — [Sees St. Val6ry.] You ! 

Jiere ! 

St. Vol. My heart is always here, Catherine, I 
•came to find it. 

Cath. The Count de St. Val6ry, and in my room. 
You have come here like a thief. 

St. Val. A thief? Catherine ! 

Cath. Yes, a thief. You wish to steal my love. 
You cannot. 

St. Val. Catherine ! Nay, listen. Do not mis- 
judge me. 

Cath. Misjudge you, and you here ? 

St. Val. But I'm here to tell you that I love you, 
that I will make you my wife. 

Cath. I recognise the honour, and — refuse it. Go ! 

St. Val. I cannot, for I love you — I have no life 
without you. 

B 2 
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Cath. Nor none with me. That can never be. 

St. VaL Catherine, my love unmans me — ^there 
are tears in my eyes ; Catherine, there are tears in 
my heart. Catherine ! 

Cath. No ! I love another. 

St. Val. Love another ? You tell me this ? 

Cath. I tell you this — from this time we never 
meet again. 

St. Val. And you reject me for one whom a word of 
mine can crush ! A fitting rival, truly, this sculptor 
fellow, this — 

Cath. Go ! 

St. Val. [Aside] Latour was right. [Pointing t(h 
the note.] There's my note, with the seal broken.. 
[Aloud.] I will go, but not alone. 
, Cath. What do you mean ? Let me go ! let me- 
go ! I will call for help. 

St. Val. Help ? There is none. 

Rob. [Singing without] "There's hope for me,, 
there's hope for you," &€. 

Cath. Robert's voice. Go ! I entreat you I I 
implore you, go — go ! 

St. Val. I leave with you, but not without you^ 
[Calls.] Jocrisse ! 

Cath. Robert! 

Rob. [Springing into the room] Who is this man >■ 
How came he here ? Who are you ? [Holding up 
lamp.] I know you now, you are the Count de St. 
Val6ry, the friend of the Abb6 Latour. What 
brought you here ? 

St. Val. I am the Count de St. Val^ry; as yoa 
know me, stand aside and let me pass. 

Rob. You are in Paris, not Versailles, and yoa 
would do well to moderate your tone a little. 

St. Val. Dare you threaten me ? 

Rob. Dare! What brought you here? [Seeing: 
the bouquet.] Flowers ! who gave them you ? 
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St. Val. I had that honour* 

Rob. A note — his signature. Then you knew he 
"was coming ? Catherine ! Catherine ! 

Cath. Robert, I am innocent ; for my sake let him 
pass in silence. 

Rob. For my sake he must speak. How came 
_you here ? 

St. Val. By the window, a road you have doubtless 
"travelled many a time before. 

Rob. Liar! 

St. Val. Scoundrel ! 

[Drawing sword, which Robert wrests 
from him, and breaks. 

Rob. Now, Count de St. Val6ry, we are on equal 
terms. 

Enter the Abbe Latour, followed by a file of Soldiers. 

Lat. Your prisoner. I entrust him to your safe 
Iceeping. 

Cath. A prisoner ? 

Rob. Of what crime am I accused ? 

Lat. Of what crime ? Treason. 

Cath. Treason ? 

Rob. This is a trick — a plot ! 

Lat. Your orders — [giving paper] — the King's 
'Commands. 

Rob. Catherine, I am innocent ! Would to God I 
<:ould believe you so ! 

Cath. Ah, Robert, hear me ! 

Lat. Gentlemen of the Guard, your prisoner to 
;the Bastille ! 

Cath. The Bastille ! 

Rob, Catherine! 

End of Prologue. 



N.B. — An interval of 18 years 

ACT I. 

1789, 

Reign of Louis XVI. 

Scene i. — The Bastille, Taking of the Bastille. An: 
open space filled with people. Legrand, Reboul^ 
Cerisette, &c. 

Legrand. 

HE people are avenged ; France and 
Liberty ! 
All. France and Liberty ! 

Leg. Some wine, Cerisette ; I can scarce stand oi> 
my legs, though my heart is dancing for joy ! [He- 
drinks.] Good ! That is, it might be better. 

Cer. And so might you be. You're always findings- 
fault, Legrand. 

Leg. If no one found fault, there'd be no mending ; 
we began by grumbling, and have finished by taking 
the Bastille. 

Reb. and others. Bravo, Legrand ! 

Leg. Here, leave off tickling those fellows' throats^ 
for a time and just tie up this. 

Cer. Wounded ? 

Leg. Only a scratch. Where's Michel ? 
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Reb. Dead, I fear. He was shot down at the 
second drawbridge. 
Toupet. But Fm alive. 
Leg. Yes, and better men are dead. 
Toupet. Oh, indeed ! 

Leg. But no unpleasant memories to-day ; we 
have taken the Bastille, I could hug myself with 
delight. 

Toupet And so could I. 

Reb. More wine, Cerisette, and, Legrand, give us 
a song. 

Leg. Not I, thank you, my singing days are 
over. I haven't sung for eighteen years, when I 
lost my friend and my voice on the same night. 
Cer. You mean Robert Landry ? 
Leg. Yes, Robert Landry, who died in there, 
was murdered there ; that ape^s chattering reminded 
me how Robert used to make fun of him 
Toupet. Ape ! Chattering ! 
Leg. Silence! 

Reb. Landry! Yes, poor Landry! [Shouts heard.] 
What's that ? 

[People rush forth from the Bastille, 
shouting, " The Prisoners ! The 
Prisoners ! " Prisoners are brought 
out and led off. One of them waves 
his hand, crying "Liberty I 
Liberty ! " 
All. Liberty ! 

Leg. It's like opening a grave, 
Cer. Here's another ! 

[Robert Landry is brought out heavily 

ironed. 

Leg. Stand away, and let the man breathe ; put 

him down, let him breathe ; it's long enough since 

he has had a little fresh air, you need not begrudge 

it him now. 
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Cer. He's fainting. Here's some wine. 

Rob. No ! [A smith prepares to strike off his irons. 

Cer. Ah ! Legrand ! Legrand ! Look there ! 
Look there ! 

Leg. Why, what's the matter ? 

Cer. Look there ! look there ! Reboul, look there ! 

Reb. Well, it's not a pleasant sight, to see a fellow- 
creature crushed to the level of the brute. 

Cer. Don't you know him ? Reboul ! Legrand ! 

Leg. Know him ? Is the woman mad ? Know 
him ? No, not I. 

Cer. Think of the past, the past you were 
talking of a moment ago. Think of that, and then — 
look here. 

Leg. Ah ! Robert ! Robert Landry ! Alive ! They 
said that he was dead. 

Reb. Robert Landry ! 

One of the Crowd. Who's Robert Landry ? 

Several of the Crowd. Who's Robert Landry ? 

Leg. Who's Robert Landry ? They don't know him 
they never heard his name ; Robert not dead, not 
dead ! You remember when we all met at " La 
Belle Jardiniere," when — when — eighteen years 
ago — ah! it seems but yesterday — when light- 
hearted Robert Landry was with us, and now — 

Reb. Speak to him, Legrand. 

Leg. Robert Landry! Robert! rouse up, man! 
See, it is Jacques Legrand — Old Bruin, as you used 
to call him. Look up, Robert ! It's I, Legrand, 
your old friend Legrand. 

Rob. Friends, friends — 

Leg. Do you not remember our parting, Robert, 
on that fatal night ? 

Rob. Night, night, what night? It is all night- 
dark, dark, dark. 

Cer. It is not all dark, daylight has come to you 
at last, Robert— Robert Landry. 
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Rob. Landry — Robert Landry. 

Leg. He begins to remember. How goes thy 
Avork, friend ? 

The Smith. Slowly, these rivets have not been 
touched for years. 

Reb. A brave sight for the Countess de St. 
Val6ry. 

Cer. Hush ! Did you see how he started at that 
name ? 

Rob. St. Val^ry— St. Val^ry— here, here— the 
names are here. 

Cer. [To Legrand] Speak to him — her name — 
that name he loved so — speak of her. 

The Smith. At last ! [Throwing down hammer. 

Leg. Robert, Robert, have you forgotten the 
-Queen of the Faubourg ? 

Reb. The Lily of St. Jacques ? 

Leg. Robert, have you forgotten Catherine 
Duval ? 

Rob. Ah ! Catherine ! who speaks of Catherine ? 

Leg. [To Robert] I spoke of her ; I, Jacques 
Legrand. 

Rob. Catherine, Catherine ! I hear the name 
•and see the face, I always see her face, it has 
been the one bright spot throughout the night of 
years. Catherine ! Catherine ! 

Leg. Don't you know me ? I am Jacques 
Legrand. 

Rob. Does she live ? Hush ! Does she live ? 

Cer. Yes, she lives. 

Leg. [Aside] Better for you that she were 
dead. 

Rob. Take me to her. Let me see her. The 
past comes back. Let me see her, then I shall 
know that I am alive. 

Cer. Humour him, Jacques, but keep the truth 
from him. 
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Leg. Come, lean on me; it's Bruin, Bruin the 
bear, you know — Legrand ! Legrand ! 

Rob. Legrand ! Legrand ! 

Leg. He knows me now ! Robert ! Robert ! 

Rob. I know you all — Legrand — Reboul — I have 
seen you all before — a dream — a dream — 'twas in a. 
dream, though, 'twas in a dream. 

Leg. and Reb. Come Robert, come ! 

Rob. To Catherine ? Yes. I want no help, I'm 
strong, I'm well — ^strong — strong as iron. Iron — 
iron — they have taken them off, and I am free I 
Free ! Free ! • 

[He staggers for a moment, and falls into- 
the arms of Legrand. 

Leg. Here, help — get him away, get him away ! 

[Crowd surges in, and scene ends with- 
wild dance. 



Scene 2. — Apartment in the Hotel St. Valery. 

Enter the Countess de St. ValiSry, followed by 

Rose. 

Rose. 

HE Abb6 Latour has this moment come te 
ask if he can see Madame. 

Countess. The Abbe Latour ? No ! I 
will not see him. 

Rose. Madame will pardon me, but the Abb6 said 
he had news of Monsieur Arthur. 

Countess. News of my son ? I will see him. [Exit 
Rose.] The Abb6 Latour here again. False friend 
to my dead husband — now an enemy, a bitter enemy^ 
to my son. Arthur ! Arthur 1 Who shall defend 
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you against this man, who hides his wiCKedness 
under a mask of kindness ? 

Rose. The Ahh€ Latour. [Exit. 

Enter Latour. 

Lot. I must beg the Countess de St. Val^ry to 
pardon this intrusion^ but — Madame looks charming 
this morning. 

Countess. Your business ? If you came only to pay 
compUmentSy an interview is useless. 

Lot. On my word, the business must be serious 
indeed, when a man forgets to recognise the beauty 
of the Countess de St. Val6ry. 

Countess. I have asked the business that brings 
you here, I await your answer. 

Lot. Unfortunately, the business is none of mine 
Madame, it concerns that unhappy young man, my 
firiend and ward, your son. 

Countess. The friends of the Abb6 Latour are 
indeed unhappy. What have you to say ? 

Lat. How can I speak with a lady standing. Polite- 
ness is a virtue that is not as yet banished from France.. 

Countess. Go on, go on. 

Lat. Arthur is gay — inclined to pleasure — most 
young men of his age are. His father was gay 
before him; precept without example is useless,. 
and — 

Countess. Monsieur Latour, when folly learns to 
repent, honest people forgive the folly. 

Lat. Madame ! You forget we are not acquaint* 
ances of yesterday. 

Countess. Far from it. I well know the Abb6 Latour* 

Lat. Forgive me ! time does not always ripen 
judgment. Well, as to your son. 

Countess. My son ! 

Lat. He was in sorry plight when I left him* 
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Believe me, Madame, it was upon his entreaty alone 
that I ventured to disobey commands, which to me 
will ever be law ; but, I regret to say, his need is 
pressing. 

Countess. His need is pressing — of what ? 

Lat. Of money. Pardon me, if I have offended 
— if I have pained you. I would be your son's 
friend — would be yours. 

Countess. Where did you leave Arthur ? 

Lat. In the Palais Royal. 

Countess. That's no answer. Where did you 
leave Arthur ? 

Lat. You question keenly, Madame. 

Countess. Yes ; for I will have an answer. Where 
did you leave him ? 

Lat. At the Caf6 Jocrisse. [Aside.'] Tsha! why 
did I say that ? 

Countess. A gaming house, the worst in Paris* 
I have heard of it. The keeper of this house was 
once a servant of yours ? 

Lat. He was. 

Coimtess. And my son owes him money ? 

Lat. I am sorry to be obliged to answer — yes. 

Countess. The amount ? 

Lat. You will find it stated there. You will 
recognise Arthur's hand. [Aside.] What does she 
mean ? This will never do. 

Countess. [Writes] He owes it no longer. 

Lat. You are ever generous and good. You have 
doubled the amount. The sum is a large one ; I'm 
glad to see that you still have some faith in me, 
Madame. 

Countess. My son chose his messenger, not I. 
Our meeting is at an end. 

Lat. As you will. [Going — stops.] Countess de 
St. Val6ry, our meeting is not at an end. I will 
speak, and to the purpose. Like yourself, I am 
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learning the value of time. Your husband was 
weak — again pardon me if I offend — but he was. 
weak, and perhaps never more so than in making 
me the guardian to his son. 

Countess. Against my wish. 

Lat. Granted. Yet I became his guardian, and 
found him as easily guided as his father — with a 
nature capable of much good, or, of much evil. 
Your son's future is in your own hands — 

Countess. In mine ? 

Lat. In yours. You say you know me ; that 
knowledge, then, will tell you that I am not one 
to over-rate the power I possess, nor to hesitate to 
use it. Upon you, then, depends the future of 
your son. 

Countess. Upon me ? 

Lat. I love you. 

Countess. You have said more than enough. You 
propose to buy my love by threatening the ruin of 
my son. 

Lat. You refuse me ? 

Countess. You insult me ! 

Lat. Reflect, the influence I possess is not the 
short-lived product of an hour's growth, but the 
slowly ripened fruit of years. Do not answer hastily, 
but reflect. Think of your son's future. 

Countess. Go ! If what you say be true— 

Lat. What then? 

Countess. Into other hands than yours I entrust 
the fate of my misguided boy. 

Lat. Madame, I go. You will think of what I 
have said, and I leave the result to time. [Aside.] 
By my faith, I had forgotten. I have still an 
arrow left — a barbed one. [Aloud.] Madame, one 
word. 

Countess. Not one. I have listened too long.. 
Not one word. 
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Lat. You are right, not one word, three — Robert 
Landry lives ! 

Countess. Coward ! Leave the dead alone ! 

LaU Robert Landry is not dead. This is an age of 
wonders. Robert Landry was dead to you, to the 
world, but they have brought him to life from the 
dungeons of the Bastille ! 




Scene 3. — Interior of the Cafe Jocrisse. Robert 

Landry asleep on a bench. 

Legrand, Reboul, Jocrisse, Waiters, &c. 

Reboul. 

OCRISSE ! Jocrisse ! high keeper of the 
wine vaults, high keeper of the gaming 
house, come here. 
Joe. Yes, M. Legrand ? 

Leg. More wine ! Quick ! it's not often a Bastille 
is taken, and patriots are thirsty. 
Joe. So it seems. 

Enter Cerisette, followed by Toupet. 

All. Cerisette! Cerisette! 

Leg. Welcome, welcome. Queen of the Amazons I 

Cer. Thank you for nothing, Legrand ! Fm 
Cerisette, and Cerisette I mean to remain ; I haven't 
changed my name yet, like Toupet, who has left the 
Court service for ours, and to prevent mistakes has 
called himself Brutus ! 

Toupet. Brutus Toupet, the Terror of Kings. 

Leg. More wine here ! 

Reb. Ha ! ha ! ha ! But which Brutus, there 
were two ? 
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Legn Luciusjunius, of course; he began by being a 
ibol, and Toupet is anxious to keep up the character. 
[Wine brought.] That's right. Fill, Cerisette ; and 
you, too, Toupet. This for Robert Landry. 
There's nothing like wine to put fresh blood into 
a. man. . 

Cer. Robert Landry here ? He's changed since he 
<:ame out of the Bastille. 

Toupet. Yes, thanks to the noble art which I have 
not yet forgotten. I put him in trim* and made 
him as like his old self as my poor skill would 
let me. 

Cer. If you have not forgotten how to shave, I 
warrant you have not forgotten how to chatter, 
^hat did you talk to him about ? 

Toupet. What should I talk to him about ? I told 
him of Catherine Duval's great marriage, and of her 
husband's death, and of the Abb6 Latour being her 
son's guardian. You should have seen how his eyes 
glared and his hands clenched. I did not continue 
the conversation. 

Cer. Idiot ! 

Leg. [Clock strikes ten] Come, Robert, wine soothes 
many troubles. No ? Well, good wine never goes 
a-begging ; if it misses one way, it finds another. 

[Drinks. 

Rob. You told me the young St. Val6ry would 
be here when the clock struck ten. You lied, 
it's past ten. 

Leg. You are not strictly polite, Robert, but a man 
is not expected to pick up society manners in the 
Bastille. 

Rob. A man speaks either true or false. I've 
not forgotten that much — if he speak false, he 
lies : you say one thing, that clock proves another. 

Reb. You're too fast, friend Robert, and so is the 
clock. [Distant clock strikes. 
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Leg, There sounds the hour, and here comes the 
Count. 

Enter the Abbe Latour, Arthur St. Val^ry, 
aitd others. 

Rob, Which then is the young Count de Sti! 
Valery ? 

Leg. On the left of the Abb^, and a wild slip 
it is, he's breaking his mother's heart. 

Rob. Ah! Forgive me, I was hasty just now. It's 
long since time was aught to me, long since I've- 
cared to note its march. 

Ccr. Come here, Legrand, and help us to chain this 
tiger — Brutus is getting valorous in his cups. 

Toupet. [Holding up glass] Good Patriots and 
Citizens ! the Bastille has fallen, I have taken the 
Bastille ! 

Cer. You ! as the flies on the coach wheel raise* 
the dust. 

Toupet. Yes, I and some others. The Bastille has 
fallen! Versailles must follow! The king has beeit 
false to France ! the king has been false to me ! 

Lai. [Seizing Inm] "What, scoundrel ! would you 
dare? 

Toupd. O my country ! what do I not suffer for thy 
sake? 

Lat. Drink! Down, and drink the king's health on 
your knees ! 

[Tlie Citizens, &c., cry " Down with the 
Aristocrats," while ARTHUR and 
his companions answer " Long live 
the King." 

Rob. [Sttatcking the glass from Toupet] May the 
lips wither that drink a toast the heart cannot 
feel! What mc^i^re these that forget the Bastille. 
has fallen and Fn te Is no longer theirs. 

Lat. What madihan's this ? 



ACT I. SCENE III. 33 

Rob. A toast ! the first I've called for eighteen 
jrears. My deliverers, " The People ! " 
Leg. and others. The People ! 

Enter the Countess, disguised. 

Lat. Curs ! do ye yelp because your leader howls ? 
rSt. Val6ry, Gentlemen, stand to your weapons, 
•" Long live the King." 

[The Citizens cry " Down with the Aris- 
tocrats ! " 

Rob. Ah ! you are the Abb6 Latour ! 

Lat. Again I ask, what madman's this ? 

Rob. You are the man ! were you a better one, you'd 
not deny your name. 

Lat. Deny my name ! I am the Abbfe Latour. 

Rob. And I — Robert Landry ! For eighteen years 
I've waited for this meeting. Coward ! 

Lat. Dog ! 

Rob. A dog that has broken hir, chain, and will 
-bite ! [He strikes Latour. 

Lat. Ah ! You shall die ! 

[He lunges at Landry, who disarms 
him. 

4 I live the King ! " 

Leg. If any man moves hand or foot, I'E 

make that move his last ! 

Rob. Fve just risen from my grave, and he talks 

to me of death ! I pay a debt of long standing, 

Abb€ Latour ! [He is about to strike Latour. Sees 

Catherine.] Here ! She comes to save her son ! 

[To Latour.] Live, now ! but remember, I wait 

my time. [Exit, followed by Legrand. 

Cer. Now, gentlemen, shall we take up the 

•game? 

Lat. No, whenever a petticoat leads the attack, 

c 



^ I Arthur. To the rescue. Gentlemen ! " Long 
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I'm not ashamed to own myself defeated. [To* 
Arthur.] I owe you a revenge. Jocrisse, lead, 
the way. 

Joe, Welcome, gentlemen, to the Temple of 
Fortune. [Latour, Arthur and others enter the 

inner room. 

Cer. The enemy has retreated. Victory! Victory I. 
but where's Brutus ? Brutus, where are you ? 

Toupet. [From under a table} Here ! 

Cer. Were you looking for your dagger, valiant- 
Brutus ? 

Toupet. I stooped to pick up a glass Robert Landry 
dropped in his fright. 

Cer. Take my advice, Brutus, stick to your brushes, 
and pomatum pots. [Voice of the Crier without,, 
proclaiming, "The taking of the Bastille " and "News- 
from Versailles."] There's the Crier! let's hear 
the news. 

Toupet. Cerisette, lead on, I am with you to the- 
death. 

Cer. Thank you, but I prefer a better companion.. 

[Exit. 

Toupet. Follow me. Citizens ! Room for the 
Republic ! Make way for Brutus Toupet, the Terror 
of Kings. [Exeunt all but the Countess. Noise 

of players in the next room. 

Countess. My son — in there — my son for whom 
alone I live. [Re-enter Robert Landry, unperceived.] 
Dare I speak to him among such men as those? 
No, I will wait till he comes out, and then — [a- 
noise of voices as in dispute heard from the room] — 
they are quarrelling ! 

Arthur. [Within] What do you mean? The dice 
fell fairly ! 

Coimtess. Arthur's voice ! 

Lat. [Within] No disputing, Gentlemen ! Throw 
again, or — 
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Countess. His life may be in danger! I'll wait 
no longer. 

Rob. Stay ! you must not enter there. 

Countess. Must not ? Who says so ? 

Rob. I dQ. 

Countess. And by what right ? 

Rob. By the right of the strongest. Silence ! A 
word will ruin you, may ruin him. 

Countess. You know me ? 

Rob. Know you, know you Catherine ? Do you 
know me ? 

Countess. I do, you are — Robert Landry. They 
told me you were dead. 

Rob. It is long since we met, and much has 
happened to us both since then ; but of all the 
blows that have fallen, one only has had the power 
to crush me. 

Countess. What ? 

Rob. The fact that Catherine Duval still lives in 
the person of the Countess de St. Val6ry. 

Countess. Words are useless, we must forget the past. 

Rob. Forget ! Forget ! The past you speak of 
is my yesterday, with but one long night between. 
Have you forgotten, Catherine ? 

Countess. I have not forgotten. 
^ Rob. Then think of what I was, and noy^r see 
what I am ! A word from a king's mistress, a 
scratch from a king's pen, and I, a living man, was 
plunged into the stagnation of the Bastille. Men 
strove and thrived, or strove and failed ; life rolled 
on, ever changing to all but me, and, I had scarcely 
dared to hope that any end but one might come — 
but it did come ! The hands of the people were 
about me. They plucked me from the tomb, a living 
man, but — with a dead heart ! 

Countess. Dead ! 

Rob. One thing only has lived in it — does live in 

C 2 
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it still — and that, the memory of two names that 
in the darkness of my prison ever shone before 
me — two names, Latour, St. Val6ry. 

Countess. St. Val6ry ? That's my name — 

Arthur. [Within} We are partners — double or 
quits. 

Countess. And my son's. 

Rob. Yes, your son's — ^to me you ever will be 
Catherine Duval. St. Val6ry is the name of your 
son. 

Countess. My son's name ? Revenge yourself on 
him? 

Rob. Revenge ! my prison flower ; I nourished 
it, watered it, loved it ! for I had nothing else to 
love, and but for this I would have crawled back to 
my dungeon, cursed the world, and dashed my brains 
out against my dungeon wall. 

Countess. Your heart is dead, indeed ! 

[People enter from inner room and exeunt. 

Rob. Hush! 

Countess. My son, where is he ? 

Rob. There ! A son to be proud of. 

Enter Latour and Arthur. 

Arthur. Sixes! the dice must be loaded. 

Lat. By the word of an abb6 ! the dice rang true 
as steel. You are drunk, Arthur ; Arthur, my son,, 
you're drunk. 

Arthur. Drunk ! a calumny. You are a brutal 
republican. So they've taken the Bastille ! Well, 
as the people have beaten the King's troops, we'll go 
and beat the people. Do try to walk steadily, Latour. 

Lat. Come along! March! March! Long live 
the king ! [Exeunt. 

Rob. A son likely to maintain the character of his 
house. The Abb6 Latour is a dangerous guardian ; 
he's leading your son to ruin. 
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Countess. I know it ; too well I know it. But 
how I fear you most. Save him ! Ah ! save him, 
Robert ! 

Rob. No. You're alone, are you not ? The streets 
are dangerous, or they were so eighteen years ago ? 

[Opening the cafe door. 

Countess. My carriage is waiting a few steps 
from here. But one word — think, Robert, think of 
the past — the time when you once — 

Rob. Spare me the remembrance. My heart is 
dead. [Exit the Countess.] Dead ! Dead ! [Exit. 



s 




Enter Reboul. 

Reboul. 
SELL, Mother Guillotine is doing her workJ 
WffWM Twelve heads gone to-day, they say. 
lua^ Guis. Yes, and she will cut off twentyi 
more to-morrow. These aristocrats will never see J 
clear till they've one and all peeped through the little I 
window. 

Reb. Eh? 

Guis. Long live the Republic ! I say. 

Reb. Eh? 

Guis. Without the guillotine we should all be in a 
bad plight, Citizen. 

Reb. Eh ? 

Guis. I say we should all be in a bad plight with-' 
out the guillotine. 

Reb. Eh ? 

Guis. You have a cold, Citizen ; it is to be hoped 
it was not caught from a. wind that blows from the 
frontier. 

Cer. In my turn, let me give you a word of advice. 
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<3itizen. Never join in other people's talk until you're 
-asked. 

Guts. Exclusiveness savours of the aristocrat. 
To be exclusive is to be suspect, and to be suspect is 
lo be denounced by all good citizens. 

Cer. Suspect ? Me suspect ? Go and denounce me 
•at once, Citizen Sneak, and take that [she boxes his 
^ars] to warm your memory. 

Guts. Beware ! the Citizen Jocrisse says — 

Cer. That for the Citizen Jocrisse. There's not a 
Jacobin of the club but knows me to be as good a 
sans-culotte as himself, and better — for I'm a woman. 
Bah ! Citizen Landry, our newly elected Representa- 
tive, is my friend ! Citizen St. Just praised my 
•complexion last night, and Citizen Robespierre 
pinched my cheek this morning. 

Guts. A sure sign that he meant to pinch your 
<neck to-morrow. 

Cer. You hear him ? He impeaches the Citizen 
Hobespierre. 

Guis. Who ? I ? Heaven forbid ! 

Cer. He swears by heaven like an aristocrat ; he 
£s suspect ! 

Crowd. String him up ! String him up ! 

[GuiscARD hastily disappears in crowd. 

Cer. That's Guiscard, one of Jocrisse's jackals. 

Reb. Not so loud ! Jocrisse is now the Citizen 
President's trusted agent. 

Cer. All Paris knows that, and when he last cast 
his net he caught that very slippery fish, his late 
master, the Abb6 Latour, who is now a prisoner. 

[The Countess listens. 

Reb. Impossible ! Rumour said that he was with 
the emigrants at Coblentz. 

Cer. Then rumour lied as usual ; he was caught in 
a cellar near the Pantheon, playing cards with an 
aristocrat. 
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Reb. Then he was before the Tribunal ? 
Cer. Yes, and no doubt will be in the list of the 
condemned to-morrow. 

[The voice of Crier withouU. 
Reb. Here comes the Crier — we shall hear the list^ 

Enter Crier, 

[Th^ all press around him.. 

Crier. Citizens, Citizens, have patience. Mother 
Guillotine cannot provide, for you all at once — ^you'll 
each have your turn in time. 

Wofnan. [From crowd] He's an aristocrat ! The 
Crier is suspect ! Silence for the Gazette. 

Crier. [Reads] "This day, by sentence of the 
Revolutionary Tribunal, for conspiring against the 
safety of the Republic — " 

All. Long live the Republic ! 

Crier. [Reads] "Hector Laval, known as the 
Marquis de la Flotte, and Jacques Desfontaines, 
called Marquis de la Touche, Paul Romme, shoer 
maker, Pierre Lefour, water-carrier — " 

Cer. [Aside] Mother Guillotine begins to devour 
her children. 

Crier. [Reads] " Victor Fleury, known as the 
Count de Chateau Fleury, Hector Noailles, known/ 
as the Duke de Noailles, and Bertrand Latour, ex. 
Abb6 Latour." 

All. Down with the aristocrats ! 

Woman. [Looking over the shoulder of the Crier] 
There's another, A. F. ; yes, I saw the first letters or 
the name. 

Crier. Pardon, Citizens; there is yet another — 

[Reads] " Arthur Frederic, lately known as Count 

de St. Valdry — " [The Countess shrieks.. 
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Cer. Ah ! some poor wife or mother ! Here, help 
me, Reboul. 

Crier. " All condemned to suffer the penalty of 
death to-morrow morning at one hour after daybreak, 
by sentence of the Revolutionary Tribunal." Long 
live the Republic ! 

All. Long live the Republic ! [Exit Crier. 

Cer. [To Reboul] It's the Countess, I mean the^ 
Citizen, St. Val6ry ! 

Jean. Take care, Citizen ! The saints are abolished., 

Cer. Every dog has his day, and you will have 
yours. Poor Catherine ! Now she's in trouble I 
have a right to help her. 

Reb. Beware what you're doing, Cerisette. The 
Citizen Valerie is suspect ! 

Cer. For shame, Reboul ! Think of your own- 
mother, who loved you so well. 

[Cerisette helps the Countess.. 

Woman. One hour after daybreak. We must be 
up in time. Citizen, to see the show ; they might, 
have made it later. 

Jean. Well, if the aristocrats get up early for once,, 
they'll be sure of a long sleep afterwards. 

Reb. Silence, Citizens ! one of them is her son. 

Cer. Come with me; do not stay here. There^ 
may be insult, danger ; come ! 

Countess. Come where? No, no; I'll stay — stay 
here. I will wait ! wait ! I have not left this place 
since morning, I'll wait ! I'll wait ! [Sound of drum.. 

Crowd. Here they come, here they come ! Down 
with the aristocrats ! Long live the Republic ! 
Here they come ! Here they come ! 

[Legrand, as a Captain of Gendarmes^, 
enters, with soldiers escorting prisoners, 
the Abbe Latour, Arthur St.. 
VALiiRY and others. The Countess 
breaks through the soldiers. 
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Countess, My son ! my son ! 

Crowd. Down with the aristocrats ! 

[They press upon the Gendarmes and 
threaten the prisoners. 

Leg. Fall back ! Sweep the gateway clear. 

\The crowd is driven out. 

Countess. Arthur! you are to die, and I will 
die with you ! They will not refuse me that ; the 
wolves will for once be merciful, and we shall be 
parted no more ! 

Arthur. Mother! Mother! She is mad with grief 
— she knows not what she says. 

Leg. It's no matter ! we're blind and deaf — fear 
nothing, Citizen, we're soldiers not assassins. 

Arthur. Your name ? 

Leg. Jacques Legrand, captain in the gendarmerie. 

Arthur. I will carry that name with me to the 
grave. 

Leg. My duty is a harsh one, but it is my duty. 

Arthur i I understand you. Farewell, mother ! 

[Exitx 

Countess. He is my son, my son ! Let me pass. 

Leg. None can enter here without an order, 
signed by a Representative. There is one now in 
the prison, and if you will wait till he comes forth, 
you can ask for yourself. 

Countess. His name ? 

Leg. Cato the Censor they call him in the Con-« 
vention, because he's as cold as marble and as true 
as steel. 

Countess. His name? his name? 

Leg. Citizen Robert Landry* 

Countess. Robert Landry ! [She staggers forward. 

Leg. Come inside, there's a fire in the guard- 
room, it is against orders, but — 

Countess. No, no ! you shall run no risk for me. 
I'll wait, I'll wait ! 
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Scene 2. — Corridor in the Prison of the Conciergerie, 

Enter Toupet. 

Toupet. 

HOPE I've sufficiently sunk the gentleman 
now; is this the dress of an aristocrat? 
What a change, from chief hairdresser to 
the Court of Versailles to under-gaoler of the prison 
•of the Conciergerie. It's not a lively occupation 
this, far from it ; but if I hadn't got permission 
to turn a key here, they'd soon have turned one 
upon me elsewhere. Once a gentleman, always 
a gentleman ; dress how you will you can't hide 
that. What a many of my old customers I see 
here, to be sure ! One after another they all come 
dropping in, to drop out again as quickly. I call 
this a great national hotel, we've such a constant 
change of guests. What a rum place this is ! all 
sorts of persons, and all sorts of humours — some 
are melancholy, and some are merry. Now that's a 
merry one, but I can't say his merriment is at all 
to my fancy, it grates upon the ear like a key in a 
rusty lock. 

Lat. [Singing within] Rogues have the upper 

hand. 
Knavery has got full swing, 
Rags have overrun the land. 
Still — Long live the King ! 

Chorus from other cells. Long liVe the King ! 

Toupet. Against the rules! clean against the 
rules ! Hollo ! these cages were not made for such 
birds to sing in. 
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Lat. Brunswick's Duke is arming fast, 
Pitt will draw his purse's string, 
Austria takes the field at last, 
Then — Long live the King ! 

Chorus. Long live the King ! 

Toupet. Silence ! Silence ! This is rebellion. 

Lat. [Appearing at grating] We are celebrating- 
the " sacred right of insurrection," O Toupet the 
Terrible. 

Toupet. It is a song of the aristocrats ! it is treason 
set to music ! 

Lat. I had no thought of pleasing you when I 
made it. I sing to please myself. Every one to 
his taste in dying ; I choose the swan's fashion. 

Toupet. Can't you choose another song. Citizen 
Latour. 

Lat. Pah ! don't citizen me, Brutus the Barber ; 
I'm the Abb6 Latour. When a man is as good as 
dead, let him have all his titles — we write them in 
full on a tombstone. 

Toupet. We have abolished titles. 

Lat. You're an ass ! abolish that title if you can. 
Come, I will sing you a ditty I have just composed 
upon your master, Robespierre. You should be aa 
enemy to tyrants, Brutus, so join the chorus. 

Toupet. Stop ! stop ! If you do ! If you dare ! 

Lat. [Sings] 

Great Robespierre, who rules in France, 
To his own tune one day shall dance. 

Toupet. How to drown his voice — [Singing.. 

March we together, children of France, 
The day of glory dawns at last. 

[Groans from the prisoners in the cells ^ 
when Toupet hurls a stool a^ 
Legrand enters. 

Leg. What devil's uproar is this ? Are you going 
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Tnad, Citizen Gaoler, that you bowl at a man's legs 
SIS if they were nine-pins ? 

Toupet. Is it you, Citizen Captain ? I am rejoiced 
to see you. 

Leg. So it appeared. And now show me the cell 
of the Citizen Latour. 

Toupet. That's the one, and I shan't be sorry when 
it's empty. 

Leg. Then open the door ; Latour' s presence is 
required by the Citizen Representative Landry. 

Toupet. Oh, I feel my head is already off my 
shoulders ! [Enters the cell, and returns, followed by 

Latour. 

Lot. What is the meaning of this intrusion? May 
not a gentleman die quietly without all the scum of 
the Conciergerie coming to howl at the funeral ? 

Leg. I recognise the position of the Citizen Latour, 
he may speak without fear. 

Lat. Fear ! The Abb6 Latour knows no fear. I 
"have played hide-and-seek with death these twelve 
months, and shall not shrink when I meet him to- 
morrow. 

Leg. The Citizen Representative Landry, President 
^f the Section, and one of the Inspectors of Prisons, 
-desires to speak with the Citizen Latour. 

Lat. When I left your tribunal of assassins, I 
believed that the farce of judgment was over. May 
I ask the worthy Representative's business with me ? 

Leg. It is for me to obey, not to question. 

Lat. Brutus, you must sink the gaoler, and resume 
the barber ; you shall arrange my cravat, and smooth 
my hair. Your honest fellow-citizens have deprived 
me of my purse, so for once virtue must be its own 
xeward. I am ready. [Exeunt. 
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Scene 3. — A Room in the Conciergerie. Robert 

Landry seated writing. 

Robert. 

Y task is nearly finished, and I wait the end^ 
What keeps Legrand ? [Going to window.] 
That woman there still ! still seated upon 
the same stone. She has not moved since first I 
noticed her, an hour ago. Ah ! the weary, weary 
watching when love sits sorrowing at the prison 
gate. She turns her face this way; perhaps the 
light attracts her. No beacon of hope can shine 
from such a place as this. Impossible — I'm 
dreaming ! How memory of a dead love may play 
the eyesight false ! Impossible — it cannot be ! Let 
me cling to thought alone— thought of to-night — 
and of to-morrow. To-morrow, if I live, will see the 
completion of my vow. [His hand to his heart.] 
Not a throb ; still, calm, inflexible as death. 

Enter Legrand. 

Leg. I have brought the Citizen Latour. 

Rob. You know my orders. 

Leg. And will obey them, it is my duty. But 
yet— 

Rob. Legrand, my only friend, the only man in 
whose memory I lived. I never can forget it — ^but 
in this, speak no further. I am stone. 

Leg. Robert, it is for you to command, I obey. 

Rob. Then let no other soul come in. 

Leg. I have said it is yours to command. [Exit. 

Rob. An honest, upright man. How much of 
suffering would it take to change his nature ? Let 
no man boast until he has been tempted. 



ACT II. SCENE III. 47- 

Re-enter Legrand followed by Latour, 

Leg. The Citizen Latour. 

Lat. What is the reason of this unexpected, 
summons ? 

Rob. In good time. [To Legrand.] Leave us* 
Remember ! [Exit Legrand.] You know me,. 
Citizen Latour ? 

Lat. Citizen ! I am the Abb6 Latour ! We have 
met, and I believe spoken, twice before. 

Rob. You have a good memory, scarcely so good 
as mine. 

Lat. Is yours so good ? 

Rob. You trained it. 

Lat. I? 

Rob. Yes, in the dungeons of the Bastille. The- 
moonlight hardly reached me there. 

Lat. The moonlight ? Ah ! a pretty view. I see 
into the square below; nothing amusing there, or 
living either. Yes, there's a cloaked figure seated on 
a stone. 

Rob. [Aside] That woman still there ? 

Lat. On my word, a cold night for a vigil. Beyond 
her is the Seine ; beyond that, Notre Dame, a forest 
of roofs, and — truly a cheerful prospect. 

Rob. Your eye has rested on — 

Lat. The assassin's red right hand — the guillotine. 

Rob. Would you escape its stroke — 

Lat. Eh? 

Rob. You may. One hour after daybreak you are 
condemned to die. Would you escape that fate ? 

Lat. Few men would seek it — but you must speak 
plainer for me to answer. I am a Daniel in the lions' 
den, but I have no faith in miracles. 

Rob. You know the man who discovered your 
retreat. 

Lat. That scoundrel Jocrisse. 
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Rob. Yes. He knew the fox's earths, and stopped 
them one by one. 

Lat. Bah ! I have never wasted a thought on that 
fellow; he was an instrument in the hands of 
• others. 

Rob. He was — an instrument in mine. 

Lat. I guessed as much. You are a good hater, 

Robert Landry, a blood-hound that has never 

faltered upon the trail ; you've run me down at last. 

Rob. The axe has long been hanging over you; 

it falls at last. 

Lat. Strange ! Why not, since the power lies in 
your hands, have struck at once ? 

Rob. Because Jocrisse did not suffice — another 
instrument was needed to carry out my plans. 
Lat. And that — 
Rob. Yourself. 
Lat. Myself? 

Rob. Through you alone could I strike at the 
young Count de St. Val^ry. 

Lat. Arthur! The father may have injured you, 
but how the son ? 

Rob. Latour, I know you for a hard, a cruel man 
— courtly in phrase, but rough in action — the glove 
of velvet on the hand of iron. 
Lat. Well ? 

Rob. Since when, then, have you learnt to teach 
me mercy ? 

Lat. An honour I never dreamt of! 
Rob. You villain ! you villain ! ryou were false ! 
You would have corrupted the son — ^you would have 
seduced the mother ! That you could not do. She 
knew you, Bertrand Latour, and to know was to 
despise. 

Lat. What ? The gaoler may insult his prisoner 
in safety, yet it is an act of a coward, do you mark 
me — a coward — to strike a fettered man. 
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Rob. Was it the act of a brave man to inflict upon 
one who had never wronged you such torture as 
you inflicted upon me ? 

Lat. It is usual for a dying man to select his own 
confessor ; I will use that privilege, and you shall 
not be mine. 

Rob. You speak of death somewhat lightly. Have 
you counted the number of hours you have yet to 
live? 

Lat. The calculation is neither agreeable nor 
difiicult. 

Rob. And yet, in the course of nature, you might 
still have many years of life before you. 

Lat. Possibly, but it has pleased your Republic 
assassins to decree it otherwise. 

Rob. If it were in my power to alter that decree — 

Lat. You would not. 

Rob. If we could change places, would you ? 

Lat. Why answer such a question ? After having 
caught the victim in the toils, he is a fool who breaks 
the meshes of the net. 

Rob. Read that! 

Lat. A passport S 

Rob. A passport, the bearer of which, once free 
of this place, can reach the frontier without 
hindrance. 

Lat. A passport made out in my name ! The 
explanation of this riddle ? 

Rob. You shajl hear. [He locks door.] To leave 
this prison in safety but two things are necessary — 
a disguise and a password. There is the one, 
"Brotherhood" is the other, and, but one more 
obstacle removed, none will oppose your escape. 

Lat. And that obstacle ? 

Rob. Myself. 

Lat. A duel ? 

Rob. To the death. 
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LaL You are mad. 

Rob. No ! Ours is a quarrel of long standing, 
Abb6 Latour. You have wronged me, wronged me 
beyond all measure, a wrong to be forgiven only 
when the heart now beating in your breast is as 
dead and cold as this within my own. 

Lat. Should I win, there are those in waiting who 
will not be slow to avenge you ? 

Rob. None, without my orders, will attempt to 
stop you. It is for you to prevent those orders 
being given. Your life is in my hands ; look you, 
guard it well ! Come, come ! for one who knows 
how to enjoy life so well, you are somewhat 
slow to offer for its purchase. I pledge you my 
word of honour that Robert Landry once a corpse, 
Bertrand Latour will be beyond the reach of danger. 
What ! you still hesitate when I tell you, man, 
there is but one obstacle between you and liberty — 
my life ? 

Lat. Your life ? Then here ! 

[Making a rapid lunge, which Landry parries. 

Rob. Traitor! Infamous traitor! Expect no mercy. 

LaL Not I ! \They fight. Latovr falls. 

Lat A skilful thrust, on my word ! Right through 
the lungs and — ugh ! 

Rob. Have you aught to say, Latour ? 

Lat. I could say much, Robert Landry, that might 
lighten the burden upon your mind and save you 
from a crime, but my secret shall die with me. You 
have had your revenge, now I have mine. I have 
escaped the guillotine, but I die by the hand of a 
churl after all. [Dies. 

Rob. Dead ! St. Val6ry ! The oath that I have 
sworn, rU keep. [Unlocks door, and calls " Legrand," 
who afterwards enters with Gendarmes.] That man 
attempted my life and I killed him. Remove the 
body of the Citizen Latour. 



ACT III. 

Scene i. — The Guillotine. 
The Countess discovered. 
Enter Robert Landky. 

Robert. 
■ND with this grim scaffold they would re- 
generate mankind ! With this ghastly 
emblem of the madness of the time ! 
Madness ! When has mankind heen free from 
madness ? The fire may smoulder, but 'tis ever 
there. Here is another folly of the time— a tree of 
liberty ! No wonder with such a neighbour it is 
destitute of life or bud. Liberty ! They've built her 
a statue in the great square — a plaster statue, which 
has cracked from head to heel, and each day 
shows a widening flaw. Pah ! the air is stifling, it 
chokes me. St. Val^ry ! His death will break his 
mother'sheart, that heart that — ah! — too late, too late, 
to think of that. Catherine ! 'Tis four years since we 
met, and the dim hkeness to her in that figure that 
watched beneath my windows haunts me. Could it 
be she ? Impossible ! [Catherine advances.] 
Merciful God ! 'tis Catherine ! It was you, then — 
if Catherine Duval you are — ^who, through the night, 
kept watch ? 
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Countess. It was, I waited for you, Robert Landry. 

Rob. For me? 

Countess. One hour after daybreak my son is to die 
— one hour after daybreak he will be here. Robert, 
I would see my son. 

Rob. It cannot be ; I must obey my orders. 

Countess. Whose orders? By whose orders has 
this monstrous thing been done ? 

Rob. By orders that I have no power to resist, 
and if I could — woman, your husband condemned 
me living to the tomb, thrust me, full of life and 
hope into the stony jaws of the Bastille. No 
companion but the memory of human treachery — 
the treachery of enemies — of friends ! aye, of her on 
whose faith and loyalty I would have staked my 
joyous life. 

Countess. No, no ! — 

Rob. What energy, what brain was left to me, I 
concentrated on revenge. Every day, every hour, 
with every slow-drawn breath, I swore revenge, that 
if, by some miracle, I ever should rise from that 
grave, I would devote my new life to the sacred task 
of vengeance — vengeance on my worse than 
murderers, and on all who bore their name. Who 
shall blame me if I keep my oath ? 

Countess. Yourself. 

Rob. Why blame myself for an act of justice ? 

Countess. Justice ? Revenge ! Revenge on one 
who never wronged you ! 

Rob. Never wronged me ? St. Val6ry? 

Countess. He did not comprehend the wrong he 
did you. Not a day passed, but he repented 
bitterly his consent to your imprisonment ; he did 
all he could, he obtained the order for your release. 

Rob. No, no ! 

Countess. 'Tis true ! He obtained the order seven 
days after your arrest. 
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Rob. What order ? 

Countess. The order for your release. 

Rob. My release — what became of it ? 

Countess. He gave it to the Abbd Latour — 

Rob. Latour ? 

Countess. Who brought back proof— the proof of 
your death. 

Rob. My death? 

Countess. That you had been found dead on your 
prison floor. 

Rob. Ha ! [Aside.] This, then, was his secret. 
The lying fiend! [Aloud.] I have killed him, killed 
him within that prison, beneath whose walls, you, 
Catherine, sat watching. 

Countess. May heaven have mercy on him. 

Rob. [Aside.] The proofs he forged, fearing my 
vengeance if once I should be free. 

Countess. Ah, Robert, listen I Can nothing but 
my son's life wipe out his father's fault and save you 
from a crime — the crime of vengeance pushed 
too far ? " Vengeance is mine," saith the Lord. 
We read that book together in our youth, shall 
we forget its lessons now ? 

Rob. Too late ! Too late ! [Aside.] But for this 
serpent who stole across our path, poisoning the 
fairest flowers of happiness and love, even as we 
plucked them, what might our lives have been ? 
[Aloud.] Too late! Too late! He is condemned 

to die to-morrow. 

Countess. Ah ! that to-morrow is here ! See ! see ! 
the dawn of day — the first grey streaks of morning 
light — and they fall upon the knife ! Ah, Robert ! look 
into my eyes and see the agony I suffer. Give me 
back my son! If you have not forgotten all, if 
there Unger yet in this voice, which first whispered 
in your ear " I love you," but one sweet echo of 
the past, let it plead for mercy now ! I cannot live 
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without my son — kill him and you kill me. Ah, 
Robert ! by the memory of our old love, I implore 
you, save my son ! 

Rob, [Aside] A voice speaks to me from the grave. 
In the heart that I thought dead the old love lives. 
[Aloud,'] Come, Catherine, you shall see your son, 

[Exeunt. 
Enter a crowd of men and women. 



Scene z. — Room in Prison. Sound of tumbril. 
Enter Robert Landry. 

Robert, 
E must be saved, he shall be ! How though, 




how ? Robespierre would not refuse me, 
but he's at St. Denis ; St. Just at Rouen, 

and day has dawned an hour ago. Too late ! 

Too late ! 

Enter Legrand. 

Leg. All is ready and the clock— Robert, you 
are ill. 
Rob. No, no ! Where is she ? 
Leg. In the Citizen Inspector's room. 
Rob. And her son ? 
Leg. Bearing himself bravely, poor lad ! 

[Sound of tumbril. 
Rob. Hush! 

Leg. There goes the second tumbril — the death 
cart, with its living load ! 

[Numbers 20 to 25 are called^ and 
answered " Here." 
Rob. What number in the list of the condemned 
stands young St. Val6ry ? 
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Leg. Thirty. 

Rob. Thirty ? Who keeps the list ? 

Leg. Pochet. 

Rob. Does he know the prisoners by sight ? 

Leg. Not he, he is a new man from Marseilles. 

Rob. [Aside] There is no other way, he shall be 
saved. [Aloud.] Delay as long as possible, no matter 
by what means, the departure of the third tumbril. 
Remember that minutes in this case count as years ; 
nay, for some, time itself will sink into eternity in the 
passing of an hour. 

Leg. It shall be done — but — 

Rob. What man can you trust ? 

Leg. Reboul, with my life. 

Rob. [Writing] Bid him ride as fast as horse can 
carry him to the Citizen Robespierre — 'tis a matter 
of life or death. He will return with a passport, 
that passport give to the Countess de St. Val6ry. 

Leg. The third tumbril ! 

Rob. Quick! Send the Countess to me, seal and 
dispatch this note, and, above all, delay the third 
tumbril. [Exit Legrand.] My spirit leaps within 
me as lightened of a heavy burden, and is mounting 
upwards where sorrow is unknown. 

Enter Countess. 

Countess. I shall see him ? 

Rob. You shall see him. My heart is living, 
Catherine. I have been in darkness and have found 
the light once more. 

Countess. What change is this? These tears in 
your eyes ? 

Rob. I ask for pardon and am pardoned, is it 
not so ? My first love, and my last. 

Voice without. Number 26 ! 

Another Voice. Here ! 
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Countess, Hark ! They are calling the muster roll 
of death ! 

Voice. Number 27 ! 

Another Voice. Here ! 

Rob. Catherine! Farewell! 

Voice. Number 28 ! 

Another Voice. Here ! 

Rob. Farewell ! We meet again ; on that great 
hope I build my strength. Farewell ! [Exit. 

Countess. He's gone ! 

Voice. Number 29 1 

Another Voice. Here! 

Voice. Number 30 ! 

Rob. [Without] Here, and ready ! 

Countess. Whose voice was that? 30! The 
number written upon Arthur's cell. 

[The " Marseillaise " and shouts without. 

Enter Arthur de St. Valery, followed by 

Legrand. 

Arthur. Mother! Mother! 

Leg. Citizen Val6ry is free. I have an order, 
signed by Robespierre, to see you through the 
barriers. 

Arthur. What does this mean ? 

Countess. [At window] My God ! Look ! Look ! 

Arthur. Mother! 

Countess Look ! Look ! The guillotine — Robert — 
Robert. 

Tableau. 
End. 
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